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Arriving Somewhere But Not Here 


Author's Notes: 
Title is taken from the Porcupine Tree song "Arriving Somewhere But Not Here". Give it a listen if you're into 
prog, its readily available on YouTube. 


This was pretty heavily researched in terms of detail, characterization, and possible motivations, based on 
some witness testimony, interviews, confessions, and autopsy reports | was able to get ahold of in chunks. | 
was going for a narrative nonfiction piece. Still, this is heavily dramatized and the dialogue, monologue, and the 
exact circumstances presented cannot be taken as factually accurate or as evidence. This is just for 


entertainment. 


"Imaginary evil is romantic and varied; real evil is gloomy, monotonous, barren, boring. Imaginary good is boring; 


real good is always new, marvelous, intoxicating.” 


— Simone Weil 


August Bth, 1993 


"Put him on speaker" Snorre looked up; a tall, handsome man with long blond hair had gotten up from his seat 


on the couch opposite and stood over him, 
"Really? It's just-" 
"| know who it is. Just put the speaker on" 


"Uh, alright," Snorre pressed a button, and a voice crackled through the speaker. 


-and | should really make Varg disappear." 
"Yeah?" Snorre held back a chagrined laugh, why'd he have to blurt out something like that? 


"Yeah, he's been making a joke out of black metal, become nothing but a clown of the media. That interview will 
be his last mistake! | don't even want Burzum back on DSP, we don't need him. See, I've got a shock pistol- no 
reallyl- and I'm going to electrocute him, then I'm going to dump him in the back of my car, and then I'm going 


to drive out to a secluded forest far off in the mountains—" 


The voice that traveled through the phone's speaker was all too familiar to the blond man, who was, in fact, 
Varg. It was the deceptive baritone of a dear, diminutive friend, now tinged light with the reckless humor of 
some braindead serial killer. The voice described a murder plot in gory detail, HS own murder, to be precise. 


Varg's eyes narrowed, and the light in them shifted, but his countenance remained relaxed. 
"You got a car?" 


"Yeah! | just made my down payment. Anyway, I'll tie him to a tree, and then I'll cut him up with a knife, l'm 
going to torture him to death! Even better, I'll film the entire thing, we can listen to his recorded screams 


forever!" 


Snorre's sheepish smile fell as he watched Varg's expression change. His grip on the phone grew slick with a 


deep-seated dread, and he jerked his gaze away from Varg's, focusing again on the phone conversation. 


The voice of the diminutive friend - Øystein- continued to mudsling its diabolic musings onto a canvas of its 
own undoing. Snorre wanted to shut him up, tell him he was digging his own grave. The little shit was too 


trusting for his own good. It was kinda funny actually, given the persona he had cultivated. Big bad Euronymous 


never seemed to consider that any of his acquaintances might actually wish him ill when he kept shooting his 
mouth off like that. He thought he was untouchable. Snorre glanced at Varg as Øystein continued to ramble, it 


wasn't so funny anymore. 
"— [Il put the pieces in a plastic garbage bag, and then I'll dump them somewhere no one will ever find them" 


Øystein finished his thoughts with a wild crescendo, fulls of theatrics and an under belly mirth. Then he took a 
small breath, chuckled, and told Snorre goodbye, talk to you later! Snorre, voice shaken in a way it had not 
been a scant few minutes earlier, told Bystein goodbye in return He set the phone back down onto its rack and 


turned to look up at Varg from his seat on the couch. 


Varg looked down, "I'm going to kill him." Snorre laughed in response, and pushed his stringy brown hair back, 
his voice unusually high and his grin drawn tight. Snorre was a pale, gaunt man with tired eyes. He was tall, 


but not as tall as Varg. 


"Don't kill him too much, that's my meal ticket! Besides, without him, Mayhem will be down to one permanent 
member, | doubt Hellhammer will want to hire another session guitarist. He'll be so pissed!" Varg didn't laugh 
like he was supposed to. Sure, maybe it wasn't really all that funny in hindsight, but it was his best shot at 
breaking apart the ice in Varg's eyes. They didn't crinkle up at the edges though, and the straight line of his 
scar-split mouth did not slip into its easy, shit-eating curve. 


"You'll manage." he said, and crossed his arms, still looking down over his friend. Snorre balked at this, and 


snickered. God, why wouldn't Varg fucking laugh? 
"You're kidding," he finally said. 
"I'm not." 


"He's kidding though," Snorre continued, "C'mon, you can just tell by the way he said it, besides, Euronymous is 
always saying stupid shit like that when he's mad, it's not like he ever actually does anything. He's still pissed 
about the interview you gave to that journalist a couple months back, not to mention some of those letters 
you wrote about him. A guy from Helvete taking credit for a murder and church burnings is a litte more 
publicity than | think he wants deal with. Personally, | heard it scared his parents. | know he can act like a real 
bastard sometimes, but you should try to talk it out with him, you know how he is, all smoke, no fire." Varg 
had been glaring daggers at Snorre during his entire spiel, not that Snorre had noticed, on account of his 


staring contest with the cheap carpeting. 


When Snorre did look up, there was a hint of a smile at Varg's lips, and the unbroken ice of his eyes seemed 
someplace else. This was much worse. "Maybe you're right, | really should talk it out with him," Snorre felt like 
this should have been a good excuse to unburden all the worry from his shoulders. Pretend he never heard a 


thing. But that deep-gutted dread had returned, and it was twisting and tearing with a vengeance. 


Varg stepped around the couch, picked up the phone, and dialed. The phone buzzed for a few seconds before 


someone picked up and he began talking. Varg was not talking to Øystein. Snorre's skin grew clammy and he sank 
into the grimy sofa This was not going to end well 


August 4th, 1993 


The man whom Varg had spoken to on the phone had arrived at their flat that afternoon. Snorre didn't 


recognize him from the Helvete record store where they all hung out. Varg said he was one of his friends. 


He told them he'd go out to rent some movies from the local video store. Varg took out his wallet and 
absently handed him his ATM card. "Later," he said. Snorre watched in puzzlement, but said nothing. The three 
began to talk about what movies they wanted to watch that night. 


Discussion shifted from movies to music to Helvete and then to Øystein. Snorre felt his stomach drop. Varg 
laid out a plan, and took in the room with clear, intelligent eyes. He spoke in a level voice, sounding almost 
thoughtful as he detailed his proposal to murder his best friend. Chop off his head with an ax when he opened 
his apartment door? Varg had an ax, but no, someone would surely see it, it was big enough that it would stick 
out of his backpack. It had to be something inconspicuous. A knife perhaps? Yes! A knife! Varg had plenty of 


knives. 


As Varg vocalized this burgeoning plan to his friends and co-conspirators, Snorre unpursed his white lips and 


said, "It'll be risky." 


‘| know," Varg said, “But there will be no evidence to connect us, and anyone who might suspect us knows to 
keep their trap shut. Also, the media and the police will blame the Swedes, they know Euronymous has been 
fighting with them. We'll be off their radar." Varg was right, the media would definitely go after the Swedes 
first. The people at Helvete would also be wise not to gain the ire of a man credited with the burning of a 
Swedish musician's home and numerous churches. And it wasn't like they wouldn't also keep a murder under 
wraps, Bard's killing of that gay man at Lillehammer (the killing Varg had taken credit for during the interview) 


was an open secret in the scene. 


But Dystein was not some stranger from Lillehammer; he was near everyone's friend, he was the creator of 
the Deathlike Silence Productions record label, owner of Helvete before it shut down after Varg's interview, 

founder of Mayhem and its lead guitarist. He was the Godfather of the Norwegian black metal scene. He was 
Euronymous, Prince of Death. Could Varg really just kill him? "As long as none of us talk, we'll be home free," 


Varg fixed a pointed glare at Snorre. Snorre guessed Varg really could. 


As the summer sun began to set, the plan of action was finalized. Varg and Snorre (he wanted to ask why he 
had to be the one to go, but he knew why) would take Varg's mother's 1990 Volkswagen Golf 500 kilometers 
from Bergen to Oslo to reach Dystein's apartment. Snorre would be driving, and Varg would be laying down in 
the back out of sight. Both would be wearing white, a disquise to make their alignment with the black metal 
movement less obvious to any potential onlookers. If anyone in Oslo recognized them, their plan was shot. The 
third friend was to stay behind in Bergen at Varg's flat to act as an alibi. He would stay home and cause noise 
to make it appear to Varg's neighbors that he was still there. He would watch the movies they had planned to 


rent, the ones Varg and Snorre had already seen countless times before. If and when the police questioned 
them, they would recount the movies they had "watched" that night, movies rented with Varg's AIM card by 
the friend when they were already on their way to Oslo. It would have been perfect if the friend had been 
given the right card from Varg's wallet. 


The real test would come when and if Øystein opened his door. Varg said that he would talk his way inside with 
a contract that the Mayhem guitarist had sent him. Øystein was desperate to get Burzum back on DSP's label, 
even if he tried to deny that to others, the contract had made that very clear. He was sure to let him in 
once that was mentioned. Varg would then ask him to look something up on his PC, and once his back was 
turned, Varg would fatally stab him. That would be that. No mess, no way to connect him to the crime. Varg 
even had his shooting gloves stashed in his coat pockets to avoid fingerprints. 


Others in the circle might suspect Varg, but that would result in nothing but infamy. Bard's murder would look 
like chump change in comparison. Not like he really cared about that though, Varg was above simply killing for 
status. Norwegian Black Metal would be headless without its dear leader, there would be no one to take his 
place. That was just as well, in its current incarnation, it was little more than a degenerate, reactionary 
Christian movement headed by an egoist who preached yet did not act, run by a liar and a fraud, overripe and 
rotting. It was time Varg's people started getting back to their roots. The life of some Lappish scumbag was a 
small price to pay. Dystein's latest stunt was just the final straw. Frankly, Varg was having a hard time finding 
a reason why Øystein should not die. 


So that night, around seven o'clock, Varg and Snorre hopped into the Volkswagen and took off toward Oslo. It 
took a good eight hours to drive from Bergen to Oslo on a nice day, let alone on a stormy one like that night. It 
was a long and stressful journey for Snorre, driving through the winding mountain roads in the pitch of the 
rainy Norwegian night. Varg's mother must have been a fan of Dead Can Dance, because the radio played their 
albums over and over again. Snorre didn't know how many times he could listen to The Host of Seraphim 
before he turned the car around and blew everything to hell. Regardless, he drove those nine hours stricken 


and pale, periodically glancing down at the large belt knife Varg had given him for "safe keeping’. 

Varg watched the snow capped peaks roll past from the backseat window, deep in thought. He could not help 
but imagine the dark rock slimy and glistening from the rain, its many droplets beating down and burring 
tracks through the pristine snow. He couldn't see it, but he knew it was there, knew what was happening. He 


internally recoiled in disgust, and wished it would stop. 


Varg slept intermittently during the ride, but did not get much rest. His nerves were alight with an energy he 


had never felt before, not even when he saw the plumes of flame rise above the Fantoft stave church. 
August lOth, 1993 


They arrived in Oslo at about four in the morning. The city streets that Snorre drove down were cold and 


silent. It was a deathlike silence, he thought, stifling a high, choking laugh through his gritted teeth. 


When they arrived at the apartment complex where Øystein lived, Snorre parked the car in the guest lot, 


hopped out, and went around back to wake Varg and let him out. The two walked to the entrance of the 
building block and called Dystein's door from the intercom. 


Øystein awoke to the ringing and blearily opened his eyes. Eugh, who could it be at this hour? Surely it could 
wait until morning. As he pushed himself up from his bed, Klaus Schulze's album Cyborg played faintly from 
his record player. He was a slight man with long black hair and a round, pleasant face. He went to the speaker 


and asked, "Who is it?" 

"It's Varg" 

"At this hour? C'mon man, l'm sleeping. Can't you come back later?" 

‘| want to talk, it's important. | got your letter, I've brought the contract." 
"The one | just sent about Burzum and DSP?" 

"That's the one." 

Øystein yawned, “Alright, alright. I'll buzz you in" 


Downstairs Varg turned to Snorre and whispered, "Go take a smoke outside. Watch the road. If you hear any 
struggling or screaming, come up and help me. His flat is on the fourth floor.” Snorre nodded, eyes glued to the 
grungy linoleum floor, and walked off and out the front entrance. His steps thudded as he went, like a 
condemned man to the gallows. He left the door propped open with a brick they had found outside, then 
stepped out into the cold night air. Varg was left alone in silence. 


As he climbed the stairs, Varg had to kindle his determination. Øystein was a friend, and had been one for 
years. He may not have been what Varg had first expected, may have been a goddamned lying, cheating, 
disappointment, but he had still been a friend, was still a friend in the back of his mind. Yet Varg had 
undergone a recent change, an adjustment in perception and belief. Certain things could no longer be tolerated, 
things that were never compatible with his vision in the first place. Varg had to kill him, knew he had to kill 
him. So he forgot when things were better. He forgot when Øystein chose Burzum above all the others to be 
first on DSP's label, forgot his pride in that accomplishment, forgot the first (and only) paycheck he received 
as royalties for his first album, forgot when Øystein played the solo on "War", forgot when Øystein gave him a 
tour of Helvete's stone cellar, forgot when they took promotional shots down there in full costume attire, he 
forgot Bystein's smile, and the laughter and joy he claimed to be so vehemently against. 


Instead he remembered Dystein's failings. His inability to live up to his word, his naivety, his insecurity, his 
rampant hypocrisy, his cowardice. He remembered his failure to make good on his payments, when he tried to 
make it seem like he orchestrated the church burnings even when they both knew that was bullshit, his 
ungratefulness and his anger over the interview and the closure of Helvete, the falsities in his own Satanic 
belief, his hunger for a circle of approval, his unwillingness to recognize the old gods (but what could Varg 


expect? Øystein wasn't a real Norwegian afterall). 


Most of all he remembered the phone conversation. Varg wasn't frightened, and he sure as hell wasn't hurt, 
but he still couldn't believe Øystein had the nerve to say such things. Surely he knew that all of the 
misfortune that had befallen him was his own fault. Who the hell did he think he was? Threatening to stun and 


torture him to death on camera for his own amusement? That was a man who deserved to die. 


A new fire burned in Varg's eyes as he reached the fourth floor, and any plans of deceit were quickly 
forgotten. This fire was immediately apparent to Bystein, whom had already opened his flats door in 
anticipation of its visitor. His sleepy smile vanished as Varg stalked up to him and shoved the contract into his 
naked chest. Varg sneered, the little shit hadn't even bothered to put a shirt on Øystein grunted at the impact 
and stared up at him in shock. This was unlike Varg, he never got aggressive, what was his deal all of the 
sudden? Hadn't he come for a truce? Varg glared down at Øystein and snarled "What the fuck are you up to?" 


"What do you mean?" Øystein said. Somehow it didn't feel like this conversation was still about the Burzum 


contract. 


"You know exactly what | mean!" Varg screamed, as he stepped into the apartment, crowding in on the smaller 
man. Øystein frowned and shoved Varg hard in the chest, trying to force him out. Whatever the younger 


man's problem was, he wanted nothing to do with it, especially this early in the morning. 


Varg stumbled back, then looked up at Øystein. His face was blank at first, but then his features slowly 
twisted into that of rage. Dystein's blue eyes widened. Before he could react, Varg had grabbed him by the 
shoulders, pulling back and then throwing him down onto the flats floor, knocking the wind out of him upon 
impact. Bystein just stared up at the looming figure of his friend until his rattled thoughts came together and 
he realized, oh shit, Varg is serious. Had to get a weapon, had to get out of the flat. Bystein scrambled to his 
feet and made a break for the kitchen. There was a bread knife laid out on a cutting board in there, with it, he 
could ward Varg off. Shit, was he going to have to call the police? 


Øystein wracked his brain for a reason why Varg would be so angry besides the Burzum contract, there were 
some minor things he supposed, they hadn't been getting along well for the past week, but nothing that would 
justify attacking him in his flat in the middle of the night. Then it hit him. 


Oh. 


But before he could reach the bread knife, a strong grip had seized him and jerked him around. Varg punched 
him square in the chest as he struggled, knocking the breath out of him for the second time. No, no. Not 
punched, a gasping Øystein realized in dawning horror, stabbed, past the hilt. It was really just a small knife, no 
more than ten centimeters long, yet it did not feel so small when most of it had punctured through his 


thoracic cavity. 


Øystein stood, paralyzed, just staring at the blade dug deep into his chest. Then he looked up, now trembling, 
into the angry eyes of his friend. Øystein screamed, and wrenched himself from Varg's grip, pulling himself off 
the knife in the process. 


A surge of adrenaline coursed through him and he took off towards the flat's entrance, desperate to get away. 
Varg saw him run in the direction of his bedroom, and was sure he was going for another weapon, maybe that 
shock pistol or shotgun he had claimed to have (police investigation would later reveal that there were no 
weapons present in the flat). He chased after Øystein and delivered another stab, this time to his left shoulder, 
eliciting a scream from the smaller man Blood was all over the flat's walls, smeared where Øystein had 
slammed into them in his haste. The carpet was spattered with a shower of crimson drops. Blood seeped from 
Dystein's chest wound as he pushed through his flat's door and ran out into the hall. Varg followed, only a few 
paces behind. 


Snorre had returned to the ground floor only a couple of minutes after Varg had gone upstairs, he was too 
nervous to smoke. This really was a terrible idea, what was Varg even thinking? Snorre wanted to doubt his 
conviction, he was positive Varg wasn't that kind of guy, surely all this was going to do was scare the hell out 
of Øystein amd irreparably damage their friendship. Snorre convinced himself that he would march up those 
stairs and diffuse the situation before anyone got hurt. As he reached the 4th floor, he realized he had no 
idea which flat was Oystein's. The hallway was dark, so he used his zippo to light up the door signs. 


Down the hall, there was a loud thud behind one of the apartment's doors, followed by a score of rapid 
footfalls. Snorre walked over curiously, "Varg?" he called. There was a shriek. Snorre jolted back. There were 
more footfalls and then another yell. The door burst open with a tremendous boom, and a bloodstained Øystein 
flew out, screaming like a madman. He slid and stopped in front of Snorre, tensed to run and glancing back 


behind himself with wild eyes. 


Øystein quickly began talking, "Shit, shit, Snorre, you've got to help me, Varg lost his mind, he's got a knife, he's 
got a knife and he stabbed me, he's going to try to kill me, call the neighbors, call the police! Snorre, SNORRE" 
His words bled together, gasped out in a hysterical rush. His shrill screaming was deafening, enough to wake 
the dead. The entire apartment complex had to have heard him. 


Snorre just stared, eyes wide, as Øystein continued begging for help. He had never seen someone so injured 
before. The smaller man's entire front half was streaked a horrible bright red, and each short, panicked breath 
he took between his babbling was pained and harsh. All of this took place over only a few seconds, yet it felt 


like hours to Snorre. The image was burned into his retinas. 


Before either could react, Varg darted out from the apartment and tackled Øystein, cutting off his pleas. The 
young guitarist crumpled under the weight of his much heavier attacker, screaming anew as Varg began 
plunging the boot knife into his back. Bystein tried to tell Varg that he was sorry, that he didn't mean it, 
begged him to stop as he scrabbled uselessly at the floor. Varg either couldn't hear his blubbering, or chose 
to ignore it. Snorre stood frozen as the scene unfolded before him, watching as Bystein managed to buck Varg 


off and hastily stagger down the hall and into the stairwell. Varg jumped up as well and tore after him. 


Snorre blinked and felt a cold chill run down his spine as the gravity of the situation set in Holy shit. This was 
real. Varg was going to kill Øystein. Snorre felt like he had to do something, he couldn't just let his friend die. 
But his head felt light and the world seemed to be spinning and turning dark. He fainted. Later, he would tell 


himself and others that he hadn't cared that night if Øystein lived or died. It was easier that way. 


At the bottom of the stairwell Øystein rang his neighbors' buzzer repeatedly and banged on their door, 
screaming for them to help him. Varg had followed close behind, and the other man's distraction can given him 
time to catch up. Bystein spotted him as he descended the staircase and attempted to flee down the next 
flight of stairs. Bystein was starting to struggle now, wheezing as the exertion caused blood to dribble past his 
lips. Varg closed in on him by the time they reached the bottom of the steps. He managed to get a couple 
stabs in as they ran, but was unable to grab ahold of his victim. The hallway was soon splattered red as the 
two sprinted through it. Øystein still cried out for help, even as his neighbors continued to show no indication 


of a response. 


As they approached the first floor stairway, the larger man was able to land another blow. This one sunk 

deeper, slipped past Dystein's ribs instead of glancing off. The guitarists screaming cut off as the boot knife 
punctured his right lung, collapsing it entirely. His screams carried off into a low hiss as the air escaped. His 
steps faltered and he crashed to the ground, taking a hallway lamp down with him. Varg ran past him, then 


stopped. He turned around, his eyes wide and almost surprised. 


Behind them Snorre came running down the steps. He had woken from his black out. Varg stared him down as 
he stopped and took in the scene before him. Øystein was struggling to stand up, gasping as he used the wall 
to support himself. A shard from the broken lamp had badly cut his foot, and he nearly slipped in the pooling 
blood. Varg's gaze was intense and shadowed, his breathing heavy as he stared past the crumpled man before 
him and directly into Snorre's frightened eyes. Snorre felt like his heart was going to beat out of his chest and 
tumble the rest of the way down the stairs. He couldn't breathe. On weak legs he walked the rest of the way 
down, then past the two men on the stairwell. He made the mistake of looking back as he went to walk down 
the final stairway, and caught a glimpse of Bystein's face. His eyes were wide and red-rimmed, haunted. His 
bloody lips were turning blue and his skin looked pale. Snorre knew he was dying. His fading gaze locked with 
Snorre's in sudden focus, causing the younger man to flinch away and run down the final flight of stairs and 
out the building. Varg watched as Snorre ran, calling out, "Are you okay?" as he rushed down the stairs and 
disappeared from sight. 


He turned his attention back to Øystein, who was now standing. He made a horrible noise each time he tried to 
draw breath, choking on blood as his tattered lungs tried in vain to function. Varg hated it, it was much worse 
than the screaming. But what he hated most was the way Øystein looked at him. Beaten and cowed, his 
downcast eyes that of a man betrayed. He had no right! He was the one who had betrayed his friend's trust. 
He had attacked first, gone for a weapon first. Varg was only defending himself. If he showed mercy now, it 
was only a matter of time before Dystein would really try to kill him. And then, maybe he would succeed. Why 
should Varg afford mercy to a man who would not afford him the same? If Øystein was going to start a fight, 
then he was going to finish it. 


Øystein stood on unsteady legs, bowed over in an attempt to suck in more air. He staggered forward, trying to 
slide past his former friend and make it to the stairway. Varg stared incredulously, did he really think he could 
just leave? He took a deliberate stomp toward the dying man, making him flinch. Suddenly, Øystein stood 
upright, and his one functioning lung expelled air in a horrible rush. "Enough!" he spat out through his 


bloodstuffed mouth. Varg thought he sounded like he was going to cry. He kicked out limply at Varg's knee. 
That was enough. Varg stepped out of the way of the kick, grabbed Øystein by the shoulders, and threw him 
to the floor. 


He tried to end it quickly, he really did. But Dystein kept fighting back, kept throwing off his aim as he tried to 
cut his throat. The cuts he did inflict were too shallow to kill, but still bled profusely, matting down the hair of 
the guitarist pinned beneath him. Varg began stabbing at his head in frustration, but the smaller man turned 
his head and the knife only grazed off his brow. Varg gritted his teeth and seized Øystein by the throat, 
holding him in place. He brought the knife down against Oystein's forehead. It sunk in a couple centimeters 
before becoming lodged in the bone. Varg struggled to rip it out as Øystein clawed at his face and neck. He was 
dismayed, that should have killed him, he was sure he got him in the brain. Why was he still alive? 


Varg finally freed the knife with a strong upward tug that smacked the back of Bysteir's head hard against 
the concrete floor. He didn't move after thatVarg studied him for a second before he heaved his body up and 
let him tumble down the the steps and into a bloody heap on the landing. 


Varg stood up, his front half soaked red He ran out of the building, panicked, he had to get ahold of Snorre 


before he drove off without him, he was the one who had the keys to his mom's car! 


Outside, Varg found Snorre pacing around the parking lot in circles, mumbling unintelligibly. He herded him to 
the driver's side door and got him to start the car. Varg got into the backseat and slipped into a throwaway 
sleeping bag he had brought, ensuring no blood would stain his mom's seats. Snorre pulled out of the 
apartment complex's lot and drove around for awhile, but didn't leave town. He was just making random turns, 
driving in circles. Varg frowned and sat up, leaning over the driver's seat so he could get a good look at Snorre. 
His expression was blank, but his face was a ghastly white and his grip on the steering wheel was so tight he 
was cutting off the circulation in his hands. Varg cursed but was able get him to pull over into a secluded 
alleyway so they could switch seats. Varg changed from his bloody clothes into some dirty ones he had in the 
back of the car. They took off again, this time with Varg at the wheel, and headed out of Oslo. 


Back at the apartment, Øystein began to wake. His vision was blurry and dark, and he couldn't remember 
anything beyond fuzzy images and a cold terror. He lifted his head and tried to call out for help, but he had no 
voice, he couldn't breathe. His skin had taken on an awful pale, bluish gray, starved of oxygen. There was a 
terrible pain in his chest and he just wanted to go back to bed, he was so tired, and they had rehearsal 
tomorrow. He could call it off if he was still sick when he woke up, maybe he had the flu or something. Maybe 
he should give mom a call too. Yeah, that would be good. Everything would be fine in the morning. He slumped 
to the ground, and did not get back up. His failing, watery eyes slipped closed. Over the course of about thirty 
minutes, his breathing grew shallower and shallower as he lost more blood, until, finally, it petered off into 


silence. 


He would not be found until an hour later, when his neighbors began leaving their rooms to start the day. 


